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ADVERTISEMENT. | 


Taz public having Jails ſet i its ſeal of ap- | 
probation to the following Poems, it will be ſuff- 
cient to ſay that ſome little Pieces are added to 
the preſent Edition, and that one Poem, entitled 
the HzaTHEN SYSTEM, is omitted, 1n deference 

to the intention of the Author: The following | 


lines; however, are too beautiful not to claim an 


exemption : 


If in the web of life entwin'd 

Some mingled threads of love we find, 
O let unſkilful hands forbear, 

Leſt with rude touch the work they tear, 


And wound ſome kindred virtue there! 


1 V1 ] 


The Engliſh Poetry may be ſaid to have ſuſ- 
tained a loſs in being deprived of a Gentleman of 


fuch diſtinguiſhed and promiſing talents: Sir John 


Moore died Jan. 16th, 1780, aged 24: His pri- 


vate virtues endeared him to his acquaintance: 


Here friendſhip might gratify itſelf by a fond 


enumeration of the excellent qualities that formed 
| his character; but this ſhort and unadorned nar- 
rative ſhall ſuffice, which flows from a heart that 


knew and felt his worth. 
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ATLESB UNT re 


|) GEORGE, I've Mas, 46-174 ; 

But firſt prepare yourſelf for raptures; 4.64 

o paint this charming, heavenly fair, 

| And . her well, would aſk whole Uhaptets i 


hs creatures I've view'd e cus; A * ; 3 | 
With lovely ſhapes, and angel faces, 
But I have ſcen them all outdone, * 
By this ſweet Maid, at Ayleſbury Races. 1 
1 


Cee; 


Lords, Commoners, alike ſhe rules, 
Takes all who view her by ſurpriſe, 


Makes e' en the wiſeſt look like fools, . 
Nay more, makes fox-hunters look wiſe, 


Her ſhape—tis elegance and eaſe, 
Unſpoil'd by art, or modern dreſs, 
But gently tapering by degrees, 

And finely, beautifully leſs. 


Her foot—it was ſo wonderous ſmall, 
So thin, ſo round, ſo ſlim, ſo neat, 

The buckle fairly hid it all, 

And ſeem'd to fink it with the weight. 


And juſt above the ſpangled ſhoe, 
Where many an eye did often glance, 


Sweetly retiring from the view, 
And feen by ſtealth, and ſeen by chance; 


% 


WW That all within the petticoat 


1 


Two ſlender ankles, peeping out, 7 
Stood like Love's heralds, to declare 


Was Gems: and full, and round, and fake: 


And then-ſhe e e far | 
Than heart can think, or tongue can tell, 
Nor Heinel, Banti, or Guimar, 
Fer mov's: ſo e ſo well. 
So eaſy gude h wy W lod” 
True as the echo to the ſound, 
She ſeems, as thro* the dance ſhe ſkims, 
To tread on air, and ſcorn the ground. 


And there is lightning in her eye, 
| One glance alone might well inſpire | 
The clay-cold breaſt of Apathy, 
| Or bid the foren heart catch fire. 
B 2 


* 


. 
And Zephyr on her lovely lips 
And there his heavenly neckur fp, 


And there's ſuch muſie when ſhe ſpeaks, 
You may believe mie, when I tell ye, 

I'd rather hear her, than the ſqueaks „ 
Or far-fam'd ſqualls of Gabrielli. 

ms 

And ſparkling wit, and ſteady fenſe, 
In that fair form with beauty vie, 

But ting'd with virgin diffidence, 
And the ſoft bluſh of modeſty. 


Had I the treaſures of the world, 
All the ſun views, or the ſeas borrow, 
(Elſe may I to the devil be hurPd) 


I d lay them at her feet to-morrow. | 


But as we Bards reap only Bays, | 
Nor much of that, tho* nought grows on it, 7. 
ru beat my brains to ſound her praiſe, 


* 


And hammer them into a Sonnet. 


W And if the deign one charming ſmile, 
= The bleſt reward of all my labours, 
Tu never grudge my pains, or toil, 


But pity the dull nn my neighbours. 
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1 NDEED, my Czlia, tis in vain; 

; Away with this coquettiſh 8 

heſe froward looks, this forced diſdain, 
Believe me you miſtake your part: 

= *Tis kindneſs now alone can move, 

| | Can guide the wandering ſhaft of Love, 
And fix it in the youthful heart, 


ime was indeed, a ſcornful Beauty 

= ('Twas then the mode, or Hiftory lies) 
Was courted with obſequious duty, 

rs, and tears, and fighs: 


Was won with pray? 
LO We 
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Love now by other maxims rules; 
The God who made our Fathers fools « 
But ſerves to make their Offspring wiſe. 


Yet though you've loſt the power of teazing, 
Let no regrets perplex your mind, 
You ſtill retain the gift of pleaſing, 
And that's a better art you'll find: 
| Suppoſ then that I ſaid and ſwore 
Wbhate' er each puppy vow'd before, 
And own at once you will be kind. 


Nor talk of conftancy and truth, | 
Eternal flames, and ſuch droll fancies; 
*Tis like perpetual health and youth, 
And only met with in Romances: 
While pleaſure courts. us, let's be gay, 
Nor think about a future day, 
Care of itſelf too faſt advances, Ga g. 


| 
| 


As the world changes we muſt change, 
2 "RIG all a farce, *tis all a jeſt; 
$ | Then if *tis now the mode to range, 
= Why ſhould the thought diſturb our reſt? 
Heroic love has flown away, 
Fine ſentiments have had their day: 
Who knows but all is for the beſt? 


— 


— — — 2 — 
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DUKE OF BENEVENTO. 


A MY IG we | - 


I HATE a prologue to a tory 

Worſe than the tuning of fiddle, 
Squeaking and dinning: 

Hang order and connection, 

J love to daſh into the middle; 
Exclufive of the fame and glory, 

There is a comfort on reflection 
To think you've done with the beginning. 


And ſo at ſupper one fine night, 
Hearing a cry of Alla, Alla, 


[3 


The ben was damnably confounded, - 
; And in a fright, 

But more ſo when he ſaw himſelf ſurrounded 
By fifty Turks, and at their head the fierce Abdalla. 


And then he look*d a little grave 
To find himſelf become a flave, 
And thought the Corfair rather in a hurry, | 
Out of all rules 14+ 
To make the Duke of Benevento curry, | 
And take care of his mules: 
But as *twas vain, to make a not. 
Without grimace, 
| Or a wry face, | 
He gave a ſhrug, and rubb*d his cles in EY 


How *twould have been 8 "uy | 


To all the puppies of the court 
To view theſe changes and diſaters, _ 


C 1 1 


But their enjuyments | 55 
Were damp'd by certam ſiovenly employmente, 
Not more amuſing than their maſter's. 


But who can paint his grief, 
Who can deſcribe the tranſports of his ſorrow, 
When he beheld Almida's charme 
Conducted to Abdalla's arms, © 
And ſaw no proſpect of relief; 
But that the blooming maid, 
By cruel deſtiny betray*d,. 
Muſt no more triumph in that name to-morrow. 


Not underſtanding what he ſaid, 
Seeing him caper like an antic, 
And tear his Hair and beat his head, 
The eunuch wiſely judg'd him to be frantic, 
But the, the lovely eauſe of all his care, 
Darting a look to his enraptur'd ſoul, 


T3 


Might ſoften e' en the madneſs of deſpair, 
Bade him his weak unmanly rage controul, | 
Each favouring opportunity improve; 3 
And bade him dare to hope, and bade him dare 


to love. 


The Corſair in a b of ſurpriſe, 
When he beheld Almida's ſparkling eyes, f 
Her faultleſs figure, her majeſtic air, 
The graceful ringlets of her auburn hair, 
That twin'd in many a fold to deck, 
Not hide, the dazzling whiteneſs of her neck; 
The various charms her flowing robe reveal'd, 
While fancy whiſper'd to his throbbing heart 
Each nameleſs beauty, that well-judging art, 
To fix the roving mind, had carefully conceal d. 


« O Mahomet! I thank thee,” he exclaim'd, 
« That to thy ſervant thou haſt given 


E 
This bright inhabitant of heaven; 
* To gild the progreſs of his life below, 
For him this beauteous Houri fram'd; 
« Enjoyment I have known, but never loy'd till 


now.” 


Then with a ſmile © 
Might ev'n a Stoic's heart beguile, 
The fair one with a little flattery 
To his charm'd ears addreſs'd her battery. 


“Still may my Lord (ſaid ſhe) approve 
The happy object of his love, 
| „ Then when Almida ſues, 

Let not Abdalla's heart her firſt requeſt refuſe: 
Deign to ſuſpend but for three days 
The progreſs of your amorous flame, 

And to conſole my heart for theſe delays, 
v Grant me two ſmall requeſts: that I ſhall name. 


The tirſt is to defire,' * 
We ee eee 
« Five hundred laſhes for two friends of mine, 
4 * And juſt as many for a Fry'r; . 105 | 
& The next a litter, and two mules, | 
46% The heavy hours of abſence to amuſe, 
< Beſides a Muleteer that I ſhall chuſe, 
At my diſpoſal, ſubject to my rules.” ' 
© So faid, the culprit knaves appear, 
Upon each raſcal's pamper'd hide 
The ſtripes are in due form applied, 
Which done, ſhe choſe, 
You may ſuppoſe, 
Her lover for her Muleteer, 


W 


Then with a voice ſweet as an angel's ſong, 
While Tancred with attentive eaer 
In filent rapture ſtoop'd to hear, 


L 


The beauteous Maid the ſilence broke, 
Conviction follow'd as ſhe ſpoke, gg. 
And truth, and foft perſuaſion, dwelt o on her en- 
chanting tongue. 


„ 


With grief thoſe ſcenes unwilling 1 diſcloſe, 
2 Whence every error, each misfortune roſe; 
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ro When pleaſures, of the loweſt, meaneſt kind, 
4 Unnerv'd your feeble frame, and check'd the | 
progreſs of your mind. 
0 In vain your people” 8 curſes, or - their tears, 
« Your heart aflail'd ; e 
* Two flattering knaves had charm'd your ears, 
2 And Raymond vainly counſel'd, or as vainly 
raibd: 
5 He was your father” $ friend, viſe, honeſt, brave, 
Him you diſplac'd, 
o And liſtening t to the malice of a flave, 
bes The Guardian of your Crown was baniſh'd and 


diſgrac'd, 


t * \ 


Me too you lov'd, and 1 approv'd the flame, 

In hopes my counſels might have weight 
* To prompt you to redreſs the ſtate, 

« And fave from infamy your finking name. 


But ſoon your Confeſſor, the crafty Prieſt, 
Rage, hate, and malice, rankling in his breaſt, 
With timorous ſcruples fill'd your wav'ring mind; 
en vain each finer feeling ſtrove 
r To guard your heart, and court it to be kind, 
While haggard ſuperſtition triumph'd over love. 


« But Juftice ſtill purſues betimes, 
Een now, for ſhe directs the hour, 
“The Prieft, and the vile partners of his pow r, 


« Feel vengeance overtake their crimes. 


„The Turks annotic'd march, laſt night's ſurpriſe, 
The foe unthought-of thundering at the gate 


L is 3 


At length have clear'd your eyes, ., 
© Their treacherous negligence is found, is felt, 


too late. 


** No more of this unpleaſing Kram 
* If thinking, acting like a man, 
« Reform'd. by ſlavery's painful chain, 
is Virtue,within your breaſt reſume her reign, 
* Inſpire your thoughts, and guide your future plan, 
My heart will till be your's: &en Raymond too 
„Still loves his Prince,—to him repair, 
* Confeſs your taults, his aid demand, 
The gallant veteran waits but your command, 
To ſpread his conquering banners to the air, 
« To ſacrifice his life with you, 
Or reſcue and relieve his native land. 


« Abdalla claims my promiſe in three days | 
„ Think then on me. 


C 2 
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e Danger and death attend delays, 


<« Be virtuous, be daring, and be free.” 


The Lady's ſermon was a little long, 
Not but ſhe talk'd both well and wittily, 
And then ſhe look'd ſo prettily, 
Her eyes excus'd the freedoms of her tongue. 
For when a favourite miſtreſs ſpeaks, 
We always think her in the right, 
E'en tho? ſhe talks for days or weeks, 
Or in the middle of the night. 


To ſay the truth, her ſpeech was rather rough, 


But as ſhe promis'd him her heart, 
Upon the whole he took it in good part, 


And as he lov'd her, lik'd it well enough. 


So thank'd her for the good advice, 
And took his leave ; and ere he went, 


| TL 25 ” | 


By way of compliment; 
Call'd. her his guardian angel, his ſweet tutor, i 
And kiſs'd her fair hand, once, or twice, 
And * to be a good, boy for the future. 


In ſhort, it was fo ſettled; the third POR | 
By good luck too, twas dark as hell, 
Tancred with Raymond and a choſen band 
| - Surpriſe the guards, who in their fright 
Make but à ſhabby ſtand, 
And enter at the gates pell-mell. 


Mean time Abdalla, ſaug in bed, 
Finding Almida ftaid away ſo long, | 
Suſpecting there was ſomething wrong, 
, Look'd out; - and found his troops were kilPd 


or gone, 


Himſelf a priſoner, and 0 
And Tancred reigning in his ſtead, 


© 3 


” 
* . 
* 
. 
* * 
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And now the ſore-back'd ſcoundrels in a trice 
Came kindly with their counſels and advice, 
Propoſing as a pious work 
Juſt to impale, 
or ſtick a hedge-ſtake through the tail 
of the poor Turk. 


Indignant "A gal- d from Tancred's eye 
« Ye vile corruptors of my youth, 
“Fe foes to honour, honeſty, and truth, 
4 Hence from my ſight, nor offer a reply: 
If the third day 
« Within the limits of this ſtate 
% Difcloſe your ſtay, 
2M Not een Almida's ſelf ſhall ſave you from your 
fate. : 


Go, brave Abdalla, to your native ſhore;z— 
* From ſloth, from vice, from infamy, 


£ 27 J. 


| 6 Your kind inſtruction and aſſiſtance 
Have haply ſet me free; 

ce Thanks for your viſit, pray return no more, 

« Let us be always friends, but at a diſtance, 


« And now, my better angel, whoſe kind care 
The miſt of error from my fight diſpell'd, 
e Burſt the vile fetters that my reaſon held, 
* Reſtor'd fair Wiſdom's gentle ſway, 
9 « Guided my ſteps to her, and pointed out the way; 
Now, while my people's eager voice, 
« And Raymond too confirms my choice, 
«© O come my heavenly fair! 
« Aſcend, adorn, and bleſs my throne; 
« Still with that cheering influence preſide, 
« My life, my future conduct, guide, | 
6« Inſpire my raptur'd heart, and make it virtuous 


as your own,” 
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1 ONAREM px pateras, gratique commodus_ 


Cenſorine, meis æra ſodalibus ; 


- o * 


Donarem tripodas, præmia fortium 


Grajorum : neque tu peſſima munerum 


Ferres; me divite ſcilicet artium, 


Quas aut Parrhafius protulit, aut ſcopas; 


Hic ſaxo, liquidis ille coloribus 8 
£3 3 | 3 | | 
Solers nunc hominem ponere, nunc Deum, 


- 


BOOK IV. ODE vm. 


IM IT AT E D. 


To Mis H L. p. 
*L TJADI the treaſures of the Eaſt, 
== The wealth of China and Japan, 
A million of roupees at leaſt 
- 


Fd ſend to lovely Marianne; 


| Of pearls and rubies of vaſt ſize 
8 lay an offering at her feet, 
And diamonds, ſparkling as her eyes, 
Should help to make the gift complete. 


L 30 ] 


»Sed non hæc mihi vis, nec tibi talium 
Res eſt, aut animus deliciarum egens: 
Gaudes carminibus, carmina ln 
Donare, 5 et pretium dicere muneris. 

Non inciſa notis marmora publicis, 
Per quæ ſpiritus et vita redit bonis 

| Poſt mortem ducibus; non celeres fuge, 
Rejectæque retrorſum Hannibalis minæ, 
Non incendia Carthaginis impiæ, 
Ejus qui domità nomen ab Africa 
Lucratus rediit clariùs indicant, 


{ 


* But n of ſuch coſt, my Fair, 
I ne'er can make, nor would you heed them; 

Such baubles are beneath your care, | 
For charms like your's can never need them : 


But Poetry you love, and I 
(For eaſily my Muſe produces) 
Can Verſe at your command ſupply, 
And tell its value and its uſes. 


; Not gorgeous ſtandards now grown ſhabby, 
That Conqueſt to her minions — . 

Not all the tye- wigs in the Abbey, * 
Whoſe marble curls for ages wave, 


Nor victories gain'd where heroes bled, 
Nor patents which thoſe deeds rehearſe, 
Diffuſe ſuch glories o'er the dead, 
As can the magic pow'r of verſe: 


_ * Weſtminſter Abbey. 


Laudes, quàm Calabræ Pierides; neque 
Si chartæ ſileant quod bene feceris, 
Mercedem tuleris. 


Quid foret Iliæ 
Mavortiſque puer, ſi taciturnitas 
Obſtaret meritis invida Romuli? 

Ereptum Stygiis fluctibus Zacum 

Virtus, et favor, et lingua potentium 

Votum divitibus conſecrat inſulis. 


Wo 
7 Though now the faireſt of the F air, 
With every charm of face and mien, 


You drive each rival to deſpair, ; 
And look and move like . 8 Queen, 


Yet if the Nine their aid withhold, 

With you your graces all muſt fade, 
Nor future ages ere be told Gs 
How n danc'd, or ſung, © or play 4 


5 Percy and Douglas of the North— 


More of More Hall, who flew the Dragon - 


Had not old Ballads ſung their worth, 
What now would * have had to brag e on ? 


9 Bards ES 3 of the ſea 


Can put a Hero upon dry lands, 
Thus by M*Pherſon' s dread decree 
| Roſe great Fingal to grace the Highlands. 


E 


* Dignum laude virum Muſa vetat mori: 
Czla muſa beat. Sic Jovis intereſt 
Optatis epulis impiger Hercules 


Clarum Tyndaridæ fidus ab infimis 


Quaſſas eripiunt æquoribus rates: 
Ornatus viridi tempora pampino 
Liber vota bonos ducit ad exitus. 
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»The Muſe's fav'rites never die; 
l hence, (ſo mighty are her boons) 
St. George aſcended to the ſry, 
From a poor Captain of Dragoons.* 


- Thu fill firvives in ancient Bien 
The valiant Guy, once Warwick's maſter, 
And Valentine's and Orſon's glories 
Cloud thoſe of Pollux and of Caſtor. 


* George of Cappadocia, before he Wan Saint, was a Captain, 
or, as ſome ſay, a Colonel of horſe, 


* [SF 
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P RITHEE, ſweet fair one! why ſo coy? 
Hence with that frown of cold diſdain ; 

Beauty like thine was form'd for joy, 

And mirth and gentleneſs ſhould fill thy train: 
Let meaner Beauties ſtudy to give pain, 

Tis nobler far to build than to deſtroy. 


Tune then thy heart to gentle Love, 
With ſmiles my fondeſt vows receive, 
Each anxious care ſhall far remove, 
To love and mutual joys alone we'll lire 


Joys only heavenly charms like thine can give, 
Joys only conſtant hearts like mine can prove. 
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Law Chapel Bell, with hollow mournful ſound, 
Awakes the F cllows, ae 0 er their 


_ 


Rous'd by the euſtom'd i note, each ſtares around, 
And ſullen em * unf d pipe retires. . 


Art . 8 * 
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Now from the Common Falls ER free, 


N #% ** 
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The ſot 8 full bottles i in quick order move, 


Oi Bf $ $953 


While gayer coxcombs ſip their amorous tea, 8 


And Barber 8 daughters ſoothe w ich tales of 
love. e 
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Through the ſtill courts a ſolemn ſilence reigns, 
Save where the broken battlements among 
The Eaſt wind murmurs through the ſhatter'd 

panes, . 
And hoarker ravens croak cher ee long. 
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Where groan yon ſhelves beneath their learned 
weight, . — 9 
Heap piled « on heap, and. row ſucceeding rows, 
In peaceful pomp, and undiſturb'd retreat, 
The labours of our anceſtors repoſe, 
No longer ſunk in ceaſeleſs, fruitleſs toil, 
Fi he half-ſtary'd ſtudent 0 er their e ſhall 
Pore; 3 
For them no longer blaze the midnight oil, 
„ Their ſuo is ſet, and ſinks to riſe no more : 3 


For them no more ſhall Bookſellers contend, 
Or rubric poſts their matchleſs worth proclaim; 


Beneath their weight no 1 more the preſs ſhall ul bend, 


While common; ſraſsf ſtands wondering at their 
fame. 154 een 1. an $1907 nee 
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Oft did the Claſſics mourn their critic rage, 
. g each meaning but the 
1 . 7 1 2 * 4 . K. 


Of: d did they Wan * notes poor © Ovid's page, 5 
And give to Virgil words he never knew: IPs 


Yet ere the partial voice of Critic ſcorn. . 
Condemn their memory, or cheir toils deride, 

Say,. have not we had equal cauſe to mourn 3 
A waſte of words, 3 and I learning in applied? . 


fy 1 


Can none remember ?—Yes, 1 know all can - 
When readings againſt different readings j jar a, 
While Bentley led the ſtern ſcholaſtic van, 
And new editions with the old ones warr'd,— 


ww > 


{> * * e ) a 
. 1 * 0 ” 
= . 
g - * o of * — 
» $ > ü . 1 
þ p . * * , " » © » £ , KL? 4 Ln 
. 4 . 1 7 ? ) 
# * „ 42, R ＋ꝓ4R *% 
0 * 5 4 * « * 
2 * * 


[ 42 3 


Nor ye, who lightly o'er each work proveed, 
VUnmindful of the graver moral part, 
Contemn theſe works, if as you run; and read, 
Jou find no trophies of th' engraver's art. 
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Can Bartolozzi's all- enrapturing pow'r 
To heavy works the ſtamp of merit give! 2 


Could Grignion- 8 art protract Oblivion 8 hour, 
Or bid the epic rage of Blackmore live? 


In this lone nook, with learned duſt beſtrew'd, 
; Where frequent cobwebs kindly form a ſhade, 

Some wondrous legend, fill'd with death and blood, 

Some monkiſh hiſtory, perhaps is laid; 


r ſtore of barbarous Latin at command, 
"ET hough arm'd with puns, and jingling quib- 
ble's might, a 
Yet could not theſe ſoothe Tir ime's aremoridlek hand, 
Or ſave their labours from eternal night. 
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Full many an Flegy has mourn'd its Cave) Com 
Beneath ſome paſty ce cabin'd, cribb'd, con- 
cc fin'd;” e * 103 

Full many an Ode has ſoar'd in lofry ſtate,” / 


Fix'd to a kite, and quivering in the wind, 


Here OH | bets wu 
The rude memorial of ſome ancient ſong, 

| Whoſe martial ſtrains, and rugged minſtrelſy, 

| Once wak'd to _ every liſtening throng. 


To trace fair Science thro each wildering courſe, 
With new ideas to enlarge the mind, 
With uſeful leſſons drawn from Claſſic ſource; 
* once to poliſh, and inſtruct mankind ; 


Theirt times forbade: Nor yet alone repreſt 
T heir opening fancy; but alike confin'd 
The ſenſeleſs ribaldry, the ſcurvy jeſt, 

And each low triumph of the vulgar mind. 
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—— Their humbler ſcience never ſoar'd fo far, 
In ſtudious trifles pleas'd to waſte their time, 
Or wage with common-ſenſe eternal war, 
In never-ending clink of monkiſh rhyme. 


' Yet were they not averſe to noiſy fame, 
Or ſhrank reluctant from her ruder blaſt, 
But ſtill aſpir'd to raiſe their ſinking name, 
And fondly hop'd that name might ever laſt. 


Hence each proud volume to the wondering eye 
Rivals the gaudy glare of Tyrrel's“ urn; | 
Where ſhips, wigs, fame, and Neptune, blended lie, 
And weeping cherubs for their bodies mourn. 


For 5 with rhymes e'er ranked his weary brain, 
Or ſpent in ſearch of epithets his days, 

But from his lengthen'd labours hop'd to gain 
Some preſent profit, or ſome future praiſe ? 


* Vice Admiral Tyrrel's monument, in Weſtminſter-Abbey. | 
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Though folly's ſelf inſpire each dead - born ſtrain, 
Still flattery prompts ſome nnen to.com- 

meal; 3 0 e i ap cur Þ. 
Perhaps e' en Timon hath not toil da in vain, 
Perhaps e' en Timon hath as dull a friend. 


For thee, whoſe muſe with many an uncouth rhyme 
Doſt in theſe lines neglected worth bewail, 

If chance (unknowing how to Kill the time) 
Some kindred idler ſhould enquire thy tale; 


Haply ſome 3 W reply 
« Oft have I ſeen him, from the dawn of day, 

« Fen till the weſtern ſun went down the ſky, FR 
« Lounging his lazy, liſtleſs hours away: 


« Each morn, he ſought the cloiſter's cool retreat; 
« At noon, at Tom's he caught the daily lie, 
« Or from his window looking o'er the ſtreet, 
6% Would gaze upon the travellers paſſing by; 
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« At night, encircled with a kindred band, 
In ſmoke and ale roll'd their dull lives away; 
“ True as the College clock's unvarying hand, 
_c Fach morrow was the echo of to-day.” 


< Thus free from cares, and children, noiſe, and 
« wife, - 


wt - Paſs'd his ſmooth moments; till, 01 fate's 
4 command, 
« A lethargy aſſail'd his harmleſs life, 
ce And check'd his courſe, and ſhook his loi- 
cc tering ſand. | 


ce Where Merton's towers in Gothic grandeur riſe, 

ce And ſhed around each ſoph a deeper gloom, 
« Beneath the centre aiſle interr'd he lies, 

« With theſe few lines engra'd upon his 

. © tomb:“ 
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Of vice, or virtue void; here reſts a man, 

By prudence taught each rude exceſs to ſhun; 
Nor love nor pity marr'd his ſober plan, 

And Dullneſs claim'd him for her favourite ſon. 


By no eccentric paſſion led aſtray, 
Not raſh to blame, nor eager to commend, 
Calmly through life he ſteer'd his quiet way, 
Nor made an enemy, nor gain'd a friend. 


Seek not his faults—his merits to explore, 
But quickly drop this uninſtructive tale: 
His works—his faults—his merits are no more, 
Sunk in the gloom of dark oblivion's veil. 
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Hriruzs ye ſighing lovers, ye fond ſwains, 
Who chaunt in piteous, ſentimental ſtrains, . - 
Of ſlighted vows, and female perjuries ;— 
Hence with your ſighs, your unavailing tears, 
Tour jealous pangs, vain doubts, and groundleſs 
fears; 1 
Who hear you—ſcorn; who pity you deſpiſe. 


For howſoe'er diſguis'd by fraud, or art, 

Meer mortal, giddy creatures ſtill at heart, 
Women admire, careſs the bold, the brave ; 
But whine, and fawn, and cringe—though for an 

hour 7 
The haughty Goddeſſes exert their power, 
And ſpurn with inſolence the kneeling ſlave. 


FF 


Then when the common rant of flames and darts, 
And wounds, and torments, racks, and bleeding 
hearts; 

When theſe are calmly heard, or fail to move, 
With eager ardour claſp her tempting ne, 
The ſmiling fair will melt into your arms, 

Crown all your toils, and grant you love for love. 
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THE COCK AND THE HORSES. 
2 


Twas long, 3 ay very loin ago, 
But when or where, a 
I don't exactly know, | 
And if I did, perhaps you would: not care ; ; 
A Cock, a lazy, liftleſs ſpark, | 
| Chancing to ſaunter up and down, 
Much like a ſoldier in a country town, 


Or I might do 
In Bond- ſtreet, or the Park. 
Whether the Devil, 
The author of all evil, 
43 MW I judge, 
Oved him a grudge, 
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Or that benighted, 
Or otherwiſe miſled 
By his own fooliſh head, 
Howe'er it was, he lighted 
All in a barn, mongſt hunters, hacks, 
And many a coach-horſe, taller, larger 
Than a Militia Major's charger; 
Greys, cheſnuts, ſorrels, whites, bays, blacks, 
Not tied, or faſten'd up to racks, 
But fideling, capering about 
Like chattering dowagers at a rout, 
And round and round the creatures danc'd, 
.  Snorted, and flung, and plung'd, and pranc'd, 
Making the damn'deſt noiſe and pother, 
Kicking and biting one another: 


Mean time our Cock by theſe huge beaſts ſur- 


rounded, 
And like ſome luckleſs dog of a Reviewer 
 Surpris'd by angry bards, and ſure 
Of being kick'd ta death, or miſerably pounded, 


I 
Though not a little in a fright, 
Fet thought it beſt, 
Perhaps too he was in the right, 
* To ſtrut and crow, 
And give them a Bon-Mot, 
And tickle up their fancies with a jeſt, 
Before he bade the world good night: 
My friends, ſaid he, whoſe graceful education 
Hath kept you from prophaner, home · bred 
EE courſes, 
And who have ſtill maintain'd the reputation 
Of gentlemanly, well-bred horſes, 
Though I ſhould be extremely proud 
In ſuch good company to paſs my life, 
| Yet as I hate a croud 
Worſe than a ſmoaky chimney, or a ſcolding wife, 
Permit me to propoſe, 
That like the incidents in modern plays, 
We each purſue our different ways, 
Nor rudely tread on one another's toes. 


E 


rb Eo Ie os. Mw Er 


EY 


L'AMOUR TIMIDEE. 


* 


To 


I. in that breaſt, ſo good, ſo pure, 
Compaſſion ever lov'd to dwell, 

Pity the ſorrows I endure, | 
The cauſe I muſt not—dare not tell. 


The grief that on my quiet preys, 
That rends my heart, that checks my tongue, 
I fear will laſt me all my days, 

But feel it will not laſt me long. 


1 
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AN ELEGY. 


Tax gairiſh mne lowly fade away, 
The dew- drop hangs upon the moiſten'd 45 

Soft twilight thinly ſpreads her mantle grey, 
And * to patient poverty repoſe. = 


But not on me the night's ſtill ſhades beſtow - 
Peace or repoſe; while baniſh'd from thy fight, 
I brood in filence 0 er my ſecret woe, | | 
And count the day's flow hours, and live-long 
night. 
| do ud 
But thou, for whoſe dear ſake unheard I grieve, 
Say, does my Delia deign one thought on me? 
That gentle ſoftneſs ſure could ne er deceire 
The faithful heart that throbs alone for thee.— 


E 3 


1. 5$* Þ 


No, my ſoul's treaſure, thou art good as fair! 
F orget, forgive thy lover's frantic fear; 
Who doats, adores thee,—yet, with jealous care, 

Starts! and beholds ſome happier rival near. 


O, dearer far than fortune, fame, or friends, 
Dearer chan life, than health, than ow. 
Reflect, that on thy will alone depends 
All of my future bliſs, or miſery. ae 


medians theſe heartfelt ſighs, theſe ſpeaking tears, 
| Pity the pangs of madd'ning jealouſy; | 
And think, ah think, who never felt theſe fears 


Has never lor dor never lov'd like me. 


* 


But oh! my Delia, will 4 tender care 

Diſpel each doubt that clouds my anxious 
mind? 

a will my Delia s lips again declare, 

That ſhe j is ever conſtant, ever kind? 


| A 


Yes, yes, they will:;—FE'en now, with kind concern, 
She chides the ſlow-pac'd loitering hours away, 

And gently blames her lover's flow return, 

And looks, and waits, and wonders at his ſtay. 


Each air-form'd ſpectre anxious abſence drew, 
When fondly muſing on thy heavenly charms; 
Malicious fancy to my tortur'd view 


Gave thoſe ſweet beauties to another's arms. 


one ſmile from thee ſhall give them to the 
wind ;— 
My raptur'd heart, from ſtorms of paſſion free, 
Again adore thee, lovely, good, and kind, 
Nor own another wiſh, when bleſt with thee. 
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Cxask to blame my melancholy, 
Though with ſighs and folded arms, 
I muſe in ſilence on her charms; 


Cenſure not know tis folly. 


Y et, theſe mournful thoughts poſſeſſing, 
Such delights I find in grief, 
That, could Heaven afford relief, 
My fond heart would ſcorn the bleſſing. . 
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Cunrozm of Affluence, Hear a Poor n man” 's 
; pray'r l. 8 4 
'O haſte, and free m me from his dungeon $ * 

Let not the hand of comfortleſs deſpair pl 
Sink my grey hairs with ſorrow to the tomb! 

Unus'd Compaſſion s tribure to, demand, : 
With clamorous din wake Charity 8 dull ear, : 

Wring the flow aid from Pity” 8 loitering hand, 
| Weave the feign'd tale, or drop the ready rear. 


Far different hought employ'd my early hours, 
To views of bliſs, to ſcenes of affluence born; 

The hand of pleaſure firew'd my path with flow 78. 
And every bleſſing hail'd my youthful morn. 
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But ah, how quick the change the morning 


gleam, 
That cheer'd my fancy with her magic ray, 
Fled like the gairiſh pageant of a dream, 
And ſorrow clos'd the evening of my day, 


Such is the lot of human bliſs below! 

Fond hope a-while the trembling flow'ret rears; 
Till unforeſeen deſcends the blight of wor, 

And withers 1 in an hour the pride of years, 


In evil hour, to dee wiles a prey, 

1 truſted: (who from faults i is always f free ?) 
And the ſhort progreſs of one fatal day 

Was all the ſpace 'twixt wealth and poverty. 


Where could I ſeek for comfort, or for aid ? 
To whom the ruins of my ſtate commend? 

Left to myſelf, abandon'd, and betray'd, 

Too late I found the wretched have no friend! 


Ee en 1 he amid the reſt, the favour'd youth, | 
| Whoſe Vows had met the tendereſt warm re- 
turn, 1 . IN 
Forgot his oaths of dautincy ad truth, 
And left my child in ſolitude to mourn.) 


Pity in vain ftretch'd forth her feeble hand 

To guard the ſacred wreaths that Hymen wove, 
While pale-eyed Avarice, from his ſordid ſtand, 
ScowI'd 0 er r the ruins of neglected love. 


Though deeply hurt, yet ſway'd by decent pride, 
She huſh'd her ſorrows with becoming art, | 

And faintly ſtrove with ſickly ſmiles to hide 
The canker worm that prey'd upon her heart. 


Nor blam'd his cruelty—nor wiſh'd to hate 
Whom once ſhe loy'd—but pitied, and forgave: 
Then unrepining yielded to her fate, 
And ſunk in filent anguiſh to the grave. 
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| Children of affluence, hear a poor man's pray rl 
HO haſte, and free me from chis dungeon $ gloom; 
Let not the hand of comfortleſs deſpair 

Sink my grey | hairs with forrow to the tomb! 
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YE choſen few of ſoft-ey'd pity's train, 
Whoſe ſympathetic tears unbidden flow, 
Whoſe hearts re-echo to each plaintive ſtrain, 


And droop beneath the weight of others“ woe, 


Approach with reverence this ſacred place ; 
Check not the ſigh, nor ſtop the trickling tear; 
The trickling tear will not your cheeks diſgrace, 


For ſweet Louiſa's angel-form lies here. 
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SLow roll'd the tedious hours of night away, 
While anxious honour watch'd the coming day— 
That awful day, from whoſe uncertain fight | 


Again ſhould dawn fair freedom's heav'n-bdrn 
„ | 


And blaſt each my beneath a Norman reign: 3 
Doubtful, yet not deſpairing of the event. 
(His faithful warriors ſummon'd at his tent) * 

The gallant Harold, with the artleſs ſtrain 
Of untaught eloquence, addreſs'd his martial train. 


* * 
22 


« Friends! warriors! countrymen * f that 
ce name 5 7 2 
« Be dearer than the reſt to virtuous fame, 


F 
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& Guardians of Albion from the iron hand 
* Of Norman William, and his ruthleſs band, | 
« Freedom ſtill ling'ring on her once-lov'd ſhore, 


« Ere yet her fleeting empire be no more, 
« Calls for your aid: O rouſe your gallant train, 
te Nor let the voice of Freedom plead in vain. 


The Wen proudly chides the e 
ce night, 

_ « Counts the flow hours, and with a0 
cc light 

« Hurls on your camp defiance; of the choice 

« Of England's nobles, or her people's voice, 

« Lightly he deems; but, with [praſumprayes 

it; main 

ce On Edward's promiſe founds his ſentry claim. 

«© Vain argument! Shall then, unſeen, unheard, 

« Our rights, our darling honours, be transferr d, 

« A ſick man's legacy? If yet the fire 

te Of antient virtue one firm breaſt inſpire ; 


En 


« If yet the memory of their deeds remain, 

Nor ſages toil'd, nor heroes bled in vain? 
«. Daſh his proud hopes, and bid the tyrant know. 
** Who ſcorn'd the . _ yet OY . 
ce Rais'd by your chearfui — tha ne 

« To guard your rights, to vindicate my own, ** 
Jour aid claim; prepar'd with you to ſhare 
Each arduous taſk, each perilous chance of War; 
ee No higher prize, no brighter wreath I claim }/ 
“Our danger equal—equal be our fame. 
« But if, averſe our daring hopes to bleſs , 
«© Fortune on William's arms ſhall ſtamp ſucceſs, 
e Ne'er from this field ſhall vanquiſh'd Harold fly, 
« My fate is fix'd, or death, or victory.” 


22 


Let cowards, ſunk in indolent repoſe, // * 
ec Slumber through life, and wither _— "I 
( 


F 2 
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ce To us a nobler ſtation is aſſign d, 
e That as by birth the foremoſt of mankind, 
The foremoſt ſtill where danger leads aw 
By brighter deeds we juſtify our ſway; ., / 

«© Still bid around our brows freſh laurels bloom, 
*£.-Nor date our honours from a father's tomb. 

« Hence then with each unmanly thought of fear, 
*. To heaven itſelf is ſacred Virtue dear, 

e Superior to the ery of erring fame, 

In victory, or ruin, ſtill the ſame; 

« By fortune favour'd, or by fate depreſt, 

* Viera mn 1 en be bleſt. 
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87 Through * through dangers undiſinax * 
cc proceed, | 

cc And bravely conquer, or as 1 . 

«© Whatever good, whatever ill betide, 

«This be our comfort, this our noble pride— _ 

« No ſordid purpoſes our ſwords ſhall ſtain, 

« No meaner views our ſacred cauſe prophane ; 


* 


« And while, diſdainful of 2 foreign Lord, 
« In freedom s cauſe we draw th- avenging ; ſword, 
f * In life, i in death, alike with gl ory crown d, 5 


wh We fall. lamented, or ve live renown'd. . rp 5, 
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CE Chaſes the envious clouds of rardy night; 
" His rays are welcome: Here our conference 
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real Rach to bis ſeveral charge; ; reel, my friends! 
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« The foe approaches: Whatſoe' er th award, 
« Or death, or victory, ye come e prepar'd d 


ce With hearts reſoly d; let each man do his: "bel 


40 To heaven, and heaven” 8 high will, 11 che 
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— ce Fo arms. (each maddening hero 
TOW a LL 17 ) E n 
ce To' arms, to arms, 3 Leni voice reply'd, 
< The foc approaches: : Whatſocꝰ e er th' award, 


15 3 reh or . we come £ prepar'd d 5 


« To heaven, and heaven $ . vil, fubwit the 
| * reſt,” | - RE COR TAL 
„ cr 4 | 
Spirits of Harold, and his godlike band, 
Who : 'gainſt ſtern William made your gallanc 
und, | 
Who r ne er to tyranny bow'd the free head, 
Bur fought for freedom, and for freedom bled ; 
11 from your heaven of heavens, where thron'd 
bn high, _ 
Your ſhades enjoy their Jong-lov' liberty; "oi 
If not unmindful of your antient fame, 
Theſe earthly ſcenes your patriot aid may claim, 
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Watch o'er this realm; in every breaſt inſpire 


| The generous ſparks of your celeſtial fire; 


By your examples animate the brave, 
And guard that land your valour fail'd to ſave, 


CHELSEA P wry STO NV 1 av nl 


FX ” 
1 N 


*". * — ” 
* 9 9 * - 2 « * 
o 


mon: that re, turret” 8 » groovy 
ſhade, 2 8 
Where vonder pines their vide er branches 
wave, | 87 Nn oy! 
A gallant Veteran reſts his weary head, 
And with him ſleep his ſorrows in the grave. 
No breathing art adorns the ſacred ground, 
Points the tall ſpire, or bids the trophy riſe,” ; 
A ſcanty turf with twiſted ofier bound © 
Scarce marks the ſpot where buried honour lies. 
Ah, what avails him, that in youth's gay prime 
Each unremitting toll of war he bore, : 
Each ſickly change of every varying clime, hs 


From Europe's ſtrand to Aſia's ſultry ſhore ? 


1 


How ſhort the glory of the poor man's deeds! 
How flight the fame he fondly thinks his own ! 
In vain he triumphs, or in vain he bleeds, _ 

Alike unwept, unpitied, and unknown. 


Vet though no plumed ſteeds, no ſable car, 
| Call forth the hireling's mercenary tear, 
No. blazon'd banners ſtreaming from afar 
Flaunt their vain honourso'er thine humble bier; 


Yet on the margin of the path-worn green, 
Near the lov'd ſpot where thy cold relics reſt, 

Fair virtue's angel-form ſhall oft be ſeen 
To bid the turf lie lightly on thy breaſt. 


The thoughtleſs many, the misjudging croud, 
Whoſe glance Icarce beams beyond the preſent 
hour, 
May idolize the follies of the proud, 
Or bend ſubmiſſive at the ſhrine of pow 'r; = 


L 


But with the choſen band, che manly ſen, 
Whole ſober, approbation far ou tweighs, 
In reaſon's ſcale, the clamorous fickle crevw, 
And the vain tumult of their fleeting praiſe— 
eb ellis. 
—(Scorning the pageantry of pomp, and place) 
Their hearts ſhall pay the tributary. ſigh... .. 1 
To that poor virtue, from whoſe humble baſe . 
Tow'r'd the proud columns that inſult the ſky. 
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Though ſhe, whoſe beauty's all-enchanting pow'r 
Could every ſterner care of life beguile, 
Whoſe charms could PO eee s ſickening 
bur, i 1201 ; «Y 
Or pag the  cherreſs brow of bros file PC: 
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Far from theſe dreary he for ever r torn, 
No more ſhall animate each rapturovs ſtrain, 


Now ſweetly ſmiling, now with looks of ſcorn, 
Hiding her heart, that ſunk at giving pain :— 


L 8 ] 
Yet when emerging from the giddy throng, 
When every eye but mine is ſeal'd'in reſt; 
8 23 I walk theſe time-mark'd walls among, 
And kiſs the hallow'd ground her E 
. 


Here while the ſcenes of former bliſs ariſe, 
1 ſource —_ whence theſe tears of anguiſh 
flow) 
Far from the ſneering fool, or cenſuring wiſe, 
I nurſe in ſolitude the ſeeds of woe 


—Deaf to the voice of pleaſure, or of fame, 
Yet not from pity's milder influence free, 

E'en then, not unregardful of thy name, 
This aching breaſt ſhall heave one ſigh ſor thee, 
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SweeT Parent of Laughter, Wit, Humour, 
and Fun, ah + 
Sworn foe to Acroſtic, Charade, and bad Pun, 
Come ſportive THALTA, and help to deſcribe 
The wonders of Bath, and its comical tribe : 
For ſhould Heaven propitious beſtow on me lungs 
Of ſteel, or of braſs, and a thouſand good tongues, 
With a voice louder, ſtronger, than that of old 
Stentor, | | 
To paint them without Thee I never ſhould 
venture. 5 
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Firſt, note our wife Magiſtrates, equally ſkill'd 
Pen, trowel, or lancet, and ſyringe, to wield, | 
Frame laws and directions, bleed, bliſter,. and 

build, TT: ; LI } 
Put our minds and our bodies alike to the torture, 
And turn to a ſceptre the peſtle and mortar.* 


Next mark this ſweet City, ſo faſhion'd to pleaſe, | 
Where in ſummer we ſcorch, and in winter we freeze; : 
Where the old and the new town, like huſband 

and wife, 
Though coupled together, are ever at ſtrife; 
Where dark lanes and paſſzges happily meet, 3 
More intricate far than the lab'rynth of Crete, 
And choak up the entrance of every good ſtreet; ) 
"With a Circus and Creſcent, ſo wiſely combin'd 
To catch ev'ry tempeſt of ſnow, hail, or wind, ; 
That kindly indulgent oft give to our view 


3 


Forms far from enchanting than Guido e'er drew. 


The Corporation of Bath is almoſt entirely compoſed of Apothecaries, 
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Nor yet for its glories indebted alone 

To the bappy arrangement of mortar and ſtone: 

The Company ſure, without Aatt'ry, may claim 

Some little applauſe in extending her fame; 

For ne'er were beheld ſuch oddly mix'd crews, 

Lords, Pick-pockets, Sharpers, Dukes, Tatlors, 
and Jews, 

Collection more ſtrange than e' er met in rhe Ark, | 

When monſter met monſter, and claſh'd in the 
dark. 

But ſay, ſhall the Mofe, with her dagger of lath, 

Strike only the MR the whimſies of Bath? ? 


When now the terrors of the field are o er, 
And military trophies are no more; 


When now the Squire, ſafe in paternal grounds, 
Alternate ſleeps, or bellows with his hounds ; 
Though at the daring ſubject half -afraid 

The Muſe recoil: yet ſhall her debt be paid, | 
Nor ſuffer modeſt worth to wither in the ſhade. 


ME 


— Say, ye who view'd the terrible campaign 
Of Warley, or Cox-heath, where none were ſlain, | 
And they who fell, but fell to riſe again, 2 
Can none remember! Yes, I know all muſt, 

7 How fierce he combated whole clouds of duſt, 
How brave he ſtrode along the level plain, 
Scorch'd by the ſun, and moiſten'd by the rain, 
Arm' d for his country's good, his daring ſoul 
No fears could daunt, no dangers could controul, 
Calm and ſerene amid the varying noiſe 

Of cannons, trumpets, drums, old women, boys, 
With breaſt unmov'd he dar'd the war's alarms, 
Led his bold bands to deſp'rate deeds in arms, 
And, pleas'd the General's orders to perform, 
Smil'd at the . and enjoy d the ſtorm, 


Now why mould I tell how the King was de- 
lighted, 
How the Col nels kiſs'd hands, how the Captains 
were knighted? 
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How his Majeſty graciouſly made the mob ſtare, 
And rode thro' the ranks with his royal wig bare, 
Like the modern old ftatue in Berkley's fam'd 
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Enough for me, if luckier than my neighbours 
One ſprig of myrtle crown my three-hours' labours. 
She too perhaps, though every ſofter grace, 
Each winning charm of figure, or of face, 
Deck her fair form, and teach that form to pleaſe, 
With modeſt dignity, and ſprightly eaſe ; 
Yet haply will JeMIMa* not refuſe 

The faithful homage of the motley Muſe, 

But ſmile propitious on the ſportive line | 
Her eyes inſpir'd ; and grant the Bard to twine 
His humble wreath around ſweet Beauty's ſhrine. * 


* Lady Jemima Aſhb—rnh— m. 
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